WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES

have always reminded me of the rhyme about the little girl who had
a curl in the middle of her forehead, and who when she was nice was
very very nice, but when she was not she was horrid. Armour was
one of the very very nice sort, and I must say that during thirty-five
years' service in diplomacy I met a great many of the same type.
Armour invited me to the dinner to say a few words, and after con-
sulting with Lord Tyrrell I agreed. At the end of the dinner, when
the President of the Chamber of Commerce thanked the speakers,
the reference to myself was received with by far the greatest enthusiasm
by the four or five hundred guests, who were, of course, mainly
Americans. I was greatly touched, and the memory of the kindness
of those Americans to me on what they realized was a difficult occasion
is a very warm one.
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